


The Tngtdic of Hamlet 

thorn. Learies come, you dally with me, 

I pray you paffe with your mod cunningft play. 

Lear. l! fiyyyoufo? haucatyou, 

He hit you now my Lord: 

And yet it goes alraoft againft my confcicncc. 

Ham. Come on fir. 

7 he j catch one mothers Rapiers, and both are wounded, 
Leartes falles downe, the Jgueenefalles downe anddtes. 

K'm Looke to the Qucenc. ... 

eocene O the drinkc, the drinke, HWtf.the drrnke. 
Bam. T re afon,ho, kcepc the gates. 

Lords How ift my Lord Leanest 
Lear. Euen as a coxcombc ftrould, 

FoolilWy flainc with my owne weapon: 

Hamlet, thou haft not in thee halfc an home or utc, 

The fatall Inftrument is in thy hand. > 

Vnbated and invenomed: thy mother spoylned 
That drinke was made for thee. 

Ham. The poyfoed Inftrument within my hand? 
Then venome to thy venome, die damn d \i\hinc: 

Come drinke, here lies thy vrnon here. The k}»l «* 

Lear. O heisiuftly ferued: 

Bor. No, I am more an antike Roman, 

Then aDane.here is forae poifon left. 

fto, Vpon my lone IcharseAeekt « S*. 
o fie Horatio, and if thou Oiouldtt die. 

What a feandale wouldft thou leauc behinde. 
Wte.on S ,*mo U ld.ell.hen ? .yof<»^»H 
Jfnotfram thee? O ,oyl.«ttfincke t f*«w 

M.necyeshaoclofl.heirfi^mytonmehisvfc ^ 

parewcl Hjra.'io.haucn rccciuc my foule. 


Trince of Denmark. 

Enter Voltemar and the Ambajftdors from England, 
enter Fortenbrafjc with bis traine. 

Fort. Where is this bloudy fight? 

Her. Ifaught of woe or wonder you’ld behold. 

Then looke vpon this tragickc fpe&acle. 

Fort. O imperious death! how many Princes 
Haft thou at one draft bloudily Ihot to death? (land, 

Ambaf Our ambaflie that we hauc brought from Eng- 
Where be thefe Princes that fbould hearc vs fpeakc? 

O moft moft vnlooked for time! vnhappy country. 

Hor. Content your fclues, lie fhew to all, the ground. 
The firft beginning of this Tragedy : 

Let there a fcaffold be reardevp in the market place, 

And lct.the State of the world be there: 

W here you £hall heare fuch a fad ftory tolde/* 

That neuer mortall man could more vnfblde. 

• JFort. I haue fome rights of memory to this kingdom^, 
Which now to daime my Icilurc doth inuite mee: 

Let foure of our chiefeft Captaincs 
Beare Hamlet like a fouldier to his grauc. 

For he was likely , had he liued. 

To a prou’d moft royall. 

Take vp the bodie, fuch a fight as this 
Becomes the ficldcs, but here doth much aoufiifr 


